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On his lap, as he was always afterwards to
remember, was a copy of Burke's Reflections on the
Revolution in France. His mother spoke. She
had a fashion, when they were alone together, of
speaking, as it were, to herself, so that when he
answered her it was as though he were addressing
the wall behind her or a picture or a chair. But
now she looked at him directly.

* Francis,' she said, and her eyes wandered over
his face as though she were seeing him for the first
time*    * Why do you stay here?    It is not, I know,
to give yourself pleasure/

* Yes, ma'am/ he answered.    ' I am happy
here/

* No, you are not.    I know exactly why you
stay.    It is from a sense of duty*    You think that
you did me a wrong and repay it by this attention
to us.    That is your duty/

He made no answer.    His heart beat thickly.

* Well, it is no duty.    You have your own life
to be lived.  Will is working in London, but there
is money sufficient for you to travel.   Herman is
honest enough and will see that everything goes
smoothly here/

Herman was the bailiff. The reference to
Will was no new one. The inference was
that Will was working hard at making money
in London while Francis idled. ... No new
inference.

But Francis, tried by much practice, only
nodded his head,

*  If you wish me to go, ma'am/

*  I wishl    I wish!    Who cares what I wish?